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where you are for a couple of hours. Ill be back presently."
I settled back on the pillows and noticed a hypodermic
syringe on the table. The Bates girl was standing there. I
said, "What was that?" She pretended she didn't know,
which was of course the proper behaviour for her. I said,
"Hand it to me/* She did so, rather reluctantly. There was
a minute particle of the solution adhering to the point of
the needle. I touched it to the tip of my tongue. It was nitro-
glycerine. I hadn't fainted because of fatigue. It was a heart
attack.

Carter drove me home about four, Minton following in
Carter's car to pick him up. I didn't go to bed, and Carter
didn't insist on it; said I would be just as well off lounging
on the davenport, not too flat. It sounded like good advice.
Joyce did not come home for dinner.

I feel ever so much better, to-day, than for several days.
I'm not fretting about myself. Carter said I should be quiet
to-day, and he evidently reinforced his suggestion. I know
the stuff he gave me has codeine in it. It accounts for my
peace of mind.

Helen is comixlg to-morrow. I am not going to try to
meet her. Joyce can tell her I had to be at the hospital. I
hope I shall be well enough to entertain her properly. It
would be too bad if her visit were spoiled. Perhaps I can
keep her from finding out that I have had this little upset.
If I am as much better to-morrow as I am to-day, maybe
she will not notice. Joyce hasn't remarked about it. Gladys
knows, but I told her not to say anything.
Joyce insists that she is very happy over Helen's coming